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made such swift progress that at the end of five weeks, or at
least so Jack reports, the owner returned the money and told
him he would have to leave because his school would be
discredited if the University found out that two years'
work could be covered in the four months that it was going
to take him.

His five weeks at the cramming school had been useful
not only for what he had learned in facts, but for what he
had learned about method. For the next twelve weeks he
locked himself in his room at Flora's, where he cracked open
book after book with a sledgehammer method of acquiring
knowledge. At approximately the same time that Professor
Chancy is reported as sitting at his desk in the College of
Astronomy in Chicago for nineteen hours a day, studying
science and writing nativities, his son Jack is sitting at his
desk in Flora Wellman's house in Oakland for nineteen
hours a day, studying mathematics, chemistry, history,
and English. He gave up the Henry Clay meetings, the
Socialist meetings, even sacrificed his treasured visits to the
home of Edward and Mabel Applegarth. His body and brain
began to fag, and his eyes to twitch, but he never faltered.

At the end of the twelve weeks he rode the street car to
Berkeley, where he spent several days taking the examina-
tions. Confident that he had passed he borrowed a sailboat,
stowed a roll of blankets and some cold food into its cabin,
and drifted out of the Estuary on the last of an early morning
tide. He caught the first of the flood up the Bay, and raced
along with a spanking breeze. Carquinez Straits were
smoking as he left astern the old landmarks he had first
learned with Young Scratch Nelson on the unreefed Reindeer.
At Benicia he made fast and hurried up among the arks.
Here he found his pals from, the Fish Patrol. When the word
got around that Jack London had returned, the fisherman
dropped in to talk over old times and drink his health. Jack,
who had not touched a drop of liquor in a year and a half,
got roaring drunk.

Late that night his former chief of the Fish Patrol lent
him a salmon boat. Jack added charcoal and a fisherman's